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Madonna and Child




 only knew them after death. They all died, every one of them. He  
was very good at killing. I was very good at watching. Tonight I had watched him
 pack the tools of his hobby into 
a
 briefcase and put on his hat and scarf. His gloves  
were of the finest leather, soft and supple. I longed to feel them on my skin. He
 carefully turned out all of the lights in the house except for the kitchen light and
 locked the doors. I could smell the cashmere of his coat as he passed me in the
 dark. I bundled my baby to my chest. He walked to the trolley stop on Massachu
­setts Avenue and waited for the car to arrive. I followed just beyond the edge of
 recognition, hidden in the shadows. The car arrived and he climbed up the steps
 and found a seat. He was illuminated in the night and I scurried to the last car and
 slipped between the doors just as they collided. I pretended to gaze into my blan
­kets but saw him as he took off his hat and smoothed his hair across his brow as we
 rode over the city streets.
He never hurried. He knew what they would be doing and where they
 
would be doing it. That is why he was he and I was me. He always arrived just 
in time for death. We got off the trolley down town and changed lines deep in the guts
 of the city. I struggled behind him in the six o’clock crowd feeling a tiny arm
 pressing into my breasts. I surfed the people, touching the softness of his coat as
 we crested near him. We beached and awaited the train on the platform. I almost
 could not contain my excitement. He entered the train with his head down. I
 jiggled near the connector doors wondering where we would get off.
We rode through the night up to the North Shore with the lights of the city
 
watching us. We got off the train and entered the darkness in the neighborhood of
 my youth. I had never known a targeted area so well before and he had never
 moved so fast before. We were on the street that led from the dirty bay up to the
 monument at the Catholic school. I glimpsed briefly up at the statue as it loomed
 over the homes nestled among the trees on the side of the hill. Her giant arms
 harbored all the blue little Madonnas in the niches of the front lawns of those homes.
 I had grown up there, near her feet. He had disappeared somewhere among the
 lawns and statues. I had lost 
him.
I
 wandered around the streets stroking my baby’s head, looking though  
half-drawn curtains into living rooms crowded with bric-a-brac and family photos.
 Crosses hung over doorways and oiled Jesuses glowed from the walls. I was climb
­ing the street to my mother’s house when I heard the sirens. I knew that he had
 struck and I had missed witnessing his skill. I began to run towards the mechanical
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screaming of the sirens, swinging my baby by its arm. 
I
 knew that he would be  
there.
He was, there, on my street. Never in all of my childhood did anything
 
happen to bring sirens. Our excitement had been gossip. We all talked about what
 everybody did or didn’t 
do.
 He was the one who brought death to this stagnant  
neighborhood. He was the one who brought real excitement 
to
 my life. This is why  
I love him.
I can see him moving to the front of the crowd now, nearer to the lights to
 
admire his work in silent glory. I move quietly behind him. I do not want to stop
 for the hand on my shoulder. I do not want to see the face in front of mine.
The face said, “Helen, honey? You’ve got to 
stop.
 You can’t see her.”
I saw the ambulance pull away from the curb.
“
They don’t know what happened. Some nutcase... She’s dead. Helen?”
I stood there, in the darkness, hearing and not hearing. I watched his back  
as it moved through the surging bodies wrapped in coats, snorting steam. Only
 when he turned and looked at me did everything become clear. The green spot
­lights bouncing off of the Madonna surrounded him, haloing his head. He turned
 and looked directly into my eyes. I felt my knees swell. 
He
 saw me and then he  
smiled. It was a horrible smile, full of knowledge. For that time, my heart stopped.
 He knew everything. He knew me. Then he tipped his hat to me in the most
 gentlemanly way possible and turned and walked into the night.
The scream ripped out of me and flew upwards. I lifted up my eyes and
 
watched as the scream climbed the air until it reached the throat of the Madonna. It
 wrapped around her cold, gray skin and squeezed and squeezed and squeezed until
 she meant nothing. Her arms no longer sheltered the streets and houses and niches
 and altars below her. I was alone. I was dead. I let the annoying voice at my ear
 escort me into my baptized mother’s house. I left my plastic baby on the street.
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